


The Firfl Part of ft ins Henry the Fourth. 


Priff How now my Lady the Hofteffe, what fay’ft 
thou to me? 

Boftejfe. Marryjfuy Lord* there is a Noble man of the 
Court at doore would fpeake with you: bee faycsjhce 
comes from your Father* 

Prm+ Giuc him as much as will make him a Royal] 
marijandfend hkfrbacke afgatne tomy Mother* 

F&lft* What manner of man is hcc ? 

Hoftcjfe. An old man. 

Fis/0.WhatdothGrauit)eout of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall 1 glue him his anfwerc ? 

Prin, Prcthce doc Lickp* 

F&tjt* Taich^nd He fend him packing* Exit . 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fairc; fo did you 
fo did you Bdrd&l: you arc Lyons too, you ranue 
away vpon inftinft: you will not touch the true Prince; 
no, fie. 

Bard. 'Faith*! rdftne when I faw others runne. 

Frin m Tell mee now in earn eft, how came Falfiaffes 
Sword fo hacks f 

Peto r Why,he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid^hee 
would fwcare truth out of England,buc hce would make 
youbeleeueit was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doc 
the like, 

Bard. Yea^nd to tickle oui'Nofes with Spear-grafTe, 
to make them bleed, and then to befiubber our garments 
With it, and fwcare it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not this feuen yeercs before, I biufht to heare 
hismonftrous dcutces* 

Prin* O Vitlaine, thou ftoleft a Cup of Sieke cigh- 
teeneyeeres agoe, and wert taken with the manner, and 
cucrfincethoLi haft blufbt extempore : thou hadft fire 
andfword onthy fide ? and yet thou ranft away ; what 
inftinfl hadft thou for it ? 


Bard, My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors ? doc you 
behold thefe Exhalations ? 

Prw* I doe, 

2 iardm What thinke you they portend ? 

Brin* Hot Liuers,and cold Putfes* 

"Bard. Choler t my Lord,if rightly taken* 

Vrin. No,if rightly taken, Halter, 

Enter FaJftaffe. 

Heere comes leane heere comes barc-bone. How 
now my fweet Creature of Bomb a ft, how long Wt agoc, 
Jack *jfince thoo faw*ft thine owne Knee ? 

Falfi. My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yecrcs 
[Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafie* I could 
bane crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring: a plague 
of fighing and griefe, i: blowcs a man vp like a Bladder, 
There's villanous Ncwes abroad : heere was Sir hhn 
Braby from your Fatheryou nrnfl goc to the Court in 
the Morning* The fame mad fellow of the North jPercy; 
and bee of Wales, that gaue the Baftinado, 

and tmdz Lficifcr Cuckold, and fwore the Deuill his true 
Liege-min vpoh the Croife of a Wdclv-hookc; what a 
plague call you him ? 

Pom. O \GkWdtapiK 

Falfi . &wn y Owm \ the lame, and his Sonne in Law 
UHortitner, and oMNcrt$d?fibtrtmdi and the fprigbdy 
’Scot-of. Scot?,- DowgltU} that runnes a Horfe-backe vp a 
Hill perpendicular* 

Prtn . Hee that rides at high fpeede t and with a Piftoll 
ki!U a Sparrow fly ing. 

Tdjh You baue hit it. 


Brhn So did he neucr the Sparrow. 

Falft. Well,thatRafcaiI hath good m t)( 
b« will not runne. to a mc «aII i. 


. 111 Mid, 

Prin. Why,what a Ral'call art thou then 
fo for running f ’ l0 P^yfchiu 

F «A A Horfe-backe (ye Cucko'e) but a f n „., 
not budge a foot. 0 ^ c 4Ki|] 

hr in, Y es /<*c%,vpon infliru£r- 
f0- 1 grant yc, vpon inftin&: WelLhee U.l 
and one (Jlfordake t and a thoufand blew-Ca 
Worcefter is flolneaway by Night: thy Path m ° t! ' 
turn’d white with the Newes ; you ma y ' 0ti ■“ cat[ i ii 
as chcapeas ftinkingMackrcll, y -Land no^ 

Fnn. Then’iis like,ifthere comea hot Sun n * . 
ciuill buftetting hold, wee IhaJJ buy M-ra^ glm 
they buy Hob-nayles,by the Hundreds. ' ’^Ji 
F it!ft. By the Maffo Lad.thou lay’ft true j t 5 ,, 
Iball hauc good trading that way. But tell me H?" 
not thou horrible afear’d? thou beine H»i 
could the World picke thee out three f uc h 
gaine, as that Fiend Dowgtzs, that Spirit Pen, 2' ! , a ' 
Deuill Glen dower ? Arc not thou horrible ’afrlirlJ rT* 
not thy blood thrill at it ? 

Prin. Not a whit: I lacke fome of thy infl;„a 
Fa! ft. Well,chon wilt be horriblediidde tol 
when thou commefl to thy Father; if thou doe ioJ 0 *’ 
praftifean anfwere. 


me, 

Prin. Doe thou fiand for my Fathered cxsmi n L 
vpon the particulars of my Life. { 

, Fm/ A Shall 1? eontenc: This Chayre {hall bee mv 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuftioj 
Crawnc* 

Prin, Thy State is taken for aloyn’d-StooI^thyGol. 
den Scepter fora Leaden Dagger, and thy precious ^ 
Crownc.for a pittifull bald Crov^ne. 

Falfi. Well,and thefirc of Grace be not qiilte out of 
thee,now fhalt thou be moned. Giucme a Cup ofSicke 
to make mine eyes lookc redde, that it may be thouohtj 
haite wept, for I mufi fpeake in palTion, and 1 will dot ii 
in King Carnbyfts vaine. 

Prin. Well,heere isvmy Legge, 

Falfi. And heere is my fpeech: {land afide Nobilitie, 

Foftejfe, This js excellent fport,yfaiih. 

Falft. Wcepe not, fweet Queenc, for tricklingtearcs 
arevaine. 

Hoftefte. O the Father, how hec holdcs his counte¬ 
nance ? 

Frt^.ForGods fake Lords,conuey my truftfullQueen, 
Fortearesdoc flop thefloud-gates of her eyes. 

Bofteffe. O rare,he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
PJayers,as euer I fee, 

Fa/ft. Peace good Pint-pot,peacegood Tickle-braiac, 
Harry , 1 doc nor onely maruell where thou fpendeftihy 
time ; but alfo, how thou art accompanied: For though 
the Camomile,the mote it is troden,tbe fafter it grower; 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wearer, 
Thou art my Sonne: I haue partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion ; but chiefcly, a villanous tricke of 
thine Eyc.and a fooliftv hanging of thy nether LippeA 1 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Sonne to mee, heere 
lyeth the point; why, being Sonne to me, art thou fo 
poynted at f Shall the blelfed Sonne of Heaucn prone a 
Micher, and cate Black-berry es s' a queftimi not to bee 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue aTheefe, and 
takePurfes ? aqueftion to be askt. There is a thing, 
Harryy which thou haft often heard of,and it is known: to; 

manyj 


The Bird Part of l^inz Henry the Fourth* _ 

“ not him thy Harryes companies baniOiplumpe/^and 

banifti all the World, 

Prince. I doc, I will. 


ifTrand^by^thcNamc of Pitch; this Pitch (as 
0P1 m .£ r} doc'report)doth dehlc;fo doth the com- 
jncieiit Wrr. _ - • £ HArry] no w I doe not fpeake to 

inke but inTeares^ not in Plcafure,but lnPaf- 
tb« t!rl rtt ;,i Words onely>» t»»t Woes alio : and yet 

> jyeituous man, whona I haue often noted in thy 
11 •,* but I know.not His,Namc. 

tor prt y?!»» iike y° m Ma " 

i^' e L * noodlv portly man yfaith, and a corpulent, 

, ' „f„li T ooiie. a pieahng Eye, and a moll noble 
t ‘iTaod as 1 ^W»biW#fi ‘ otlie fifne,.oi(byilady) 

, !1 Vto threcicore; and now I remember mee, his 
indi n!t ’D ,aj&\ if that mah'fhould be lewdly giuen, 

KeiSestW m 1 r ' e V " l “ cinhis Lo f es - 

" , he pree may be knowhe by the Brat r,as the Fruit 
,f ' Tree thenpcrf-Tiptofily I fpeake it^hcre is Vertue 
^ Lr vdBaffe r him keepe with, the reft banifh. And 
jmceWVWW' 1 naughcie Varie:, tell mee,where haft 
V„.i heene this moneth i 

p 0 'jf r .hou fpeake like a King.?' doe thou Band 
. E ’ and'Tie play my Father, 

°fJ; 7 Depofc me: if thoudo’ft it halfe fo graueIy,fo 
.wftcafchoih 111 word and mattcr >hang me vp by the 
Ufles foriRab.bet-fuckcr,ora Pouhers Hare. 
frin. Wci!,hccrcl am fee. 
filft And heere I ftand: iudge my Maftcrs. 
pm. Now Harry ,whence come you ? 

Fetfi. My Noble Lord,from Eaft-cheapc. 

p r ,B. The complaints Iheare of thee.are grieuous. 

Hlil, Yfaith, my Lord, they are fallc: Nay,lle tickle 

ye for a young Prince. 

! Prin, Svrearett thou, vngtacious Boy ? henceforth 
ne'rc looke or, me: thou arc violently cartycd away from 
Grace: there is a Deuill haunts thce,m the Lkenefle of a 
fit old Man; a Tumie of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do’ll thou conucrfc with chat Trunke of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlinelfe, that fwolne Parcel] of 
Dropfiesjthat hugeBonibard.ofSacke^hatftcdc Cioake- 
biggeof Guts, that rofled Manning 'free Oxe with the 
pudding in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quids,that Father Ruffim.that Vanitie in yecres? where- 
m is he good, but to talle Sacks, and drinkeit? wherein 
neat and cleanly,but to carue a Capon,and eat it ? where-^ 
is Cunning, but in Ciatt ? wherein Crattie, but in VilL- 
nie? wherein VillanouSjbut in ail things ? wherein wor¬ 
thy,but in nothing i 

jWr7, I would your Grace would take me with you: 
wliommeaues your Grace i 

Prince. That villanous abliominable mis-Jeader of 
Youch.Frf/iJ^.thac old white-bearded Ssthan. 

Hlft, My Lord,theman I know. 

Prince. I know thou clo’ft. 

Falfi. But to fay, I know more harme in him then in 
my felfe,were to fay more then 1 know. That lice is olde 
(the more the pi trie) his white hayres doe witneffe it: 
but that hee is (failing your reuerence) aWbore-ma- 
Hrr,that I vtterly deny. If Sackcand Sugar bee a fault, 
Heaucn helpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry,be a 
linne,then many an olde Hofte chat I know, is damn’d: 
it to be far, be to be hated, then Pharaohs leane Kir.c are 
tobcloued. No, my good Lord, banifli Peto, banife 
Bardolpb, banifti Poir.es : but for fweete lacks Fnlflajfe, 
Ktnde lacke Falslaffe , true I achy Faislaffe,\zV\int Jacks Fal- 
fiofte, md therefore mere valiant,being as hce is olde lack, 
FalSlafe, banifti not him thy Harryes companie, bantfia 


Enter 72ardelpb running. 

‘Sard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherewith a moft 
mo ft monftrous Watch,isatthc doore. 

Falft. Ouc you Rogue,play out the Play:I haue much 
to fay in the bebalfc of that Falft affe. 

Enter the Hoftefte. 

Hoflefte. O, my L ord, my Lord. 

Falft.' Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle- 
fticke: what's the matter i 

Hoftefte. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the 
doore: they are come to fearch the Houle, ibali I let 
them in f 

Falft. Do’ft thou hcare Hal, ncuer call a true peecc of 
Gold a Counterfeit: thou art eflentiaUy made, without 
leaning fo- 

Prince. And thou a natural! Coward, without in- 
ftinft. 

Falft. I deny your sJPfaior : if you will deny the 
Sherifc,fo: if not, let him enter. If I become not a Carr 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp I 
hope I ftiall as foone be ftmnglsd with a Halter, as ano¬ 
ther. 

Prince. Goc hide thee behinde the Arras ^ the reft 
walke vp abouc. Now my Mafters } for a true Face and 
good Confcience. 

Falft. Both which I haue had : but their date is out, 
and therefore He hide me. Exit, 

prince. Call in the Shcrife. 

Enter Shertfe and the Carrier. 

Prince. Now MafterSheiife, what is your Will with 
mee? 

She. Firfl pardon me,my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
followed certaine men vnto this houfe. 

Prince, What men? 

She. One of them is well knowne,tny gracious Lord, 
a groffe fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

‘Prince. The man,1 doe affure you,is not heere. 

For I my felfe at this time haue imploy’d him; 

And Sherife,! will engage my word to thee. 

That I will by tomorrow Dinnertime, 

Send him to anfwere thee, or any man, 

For any thing he {hall be charg'd Wlthali: 

And fo let me entreat you,leane the houfe. 

She. I wiil,my Lord; there are twoGentlcmen 
Haue in this Robbcrie loft three hundred Markes. 

Prince. It may be fo; if he haue robb’d theie men. 

He fhall be anfwerable: and fo farewell. 

She. Good Night,my Noble Lord. 

Prince. 1 thinke ic is good Morrow,is it not ? 

She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it be two aClocke, 

Exit. 

Prince, This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poulcs: 
goe call him forth. 

Pete. Falftajfe! faft aOeepe behindc the Areas, and 
fnorcing like a Horfe. 

Prince . Harke, how hard he fetches breath: fearch his 
Pockets. Hs 



-- ' . 
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